The Hill cry of King Lear. 

O'that my heart would bur ft. The bloody proclamation 
To efcape that followed me fonecre, 

(O our hues fweetnefle, that with the paine of death 
V Vould hourcly dye, rather then dye at once) 

Taught me to drift into a mad-mansrags, 

To affumea fembiance that very dogges djfdain'd .• 

And in this habit met I my father with his bleeding rings, 

The precious ftones new loft; Became his guide, 6 * 

led him, begd for him, fau’d him from chfpaire/ 

Neuer (O Father) reueald my felfe vn to him, 

Vntili fome halfe hourepaft when I was arm'd. 

Not fure, though hopin g of this good fuccefle, * 

3 aslct his blefiing, and fromfirft to laft 
Told him my pilgrimage: but his flawd heart 
Alacke too weake the confliift to fupport, 

Twixt two extremes ofpa(fion,ioy and greefe, 

Bur ft fmilingly. 

J?<j/?.This fpeech of yours hath moouedme. 

And (hall perchance Ho good, but fpeake you on, 

You looke as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there be any more more wofull,hold it in. 

For I am almoft readie to drflolue. 

hdg . This would hauefeem’d a period to fuch 
As loue not forrow,but another to amplifie too much, 

V V ould make much more,and top extremity, 

VVhilft I was big in clamor,came there in a man, 
Whohauing fecnemein my word eftate, 

Shund my abhord fociety: but then finding 
Who twas that fo indur’d, with his ftrong armes 
He faftened on my necke.and bellowd out 
As hee’d burft heauen, threw me on my father, 

And told the pitteous tale o ihtur and him, 

That euer eare rcceiued, which in recounting 
His greefe grew puifant,and the ftrings of life 
Began to cracke twice,then the trumpets founded, 

And there I left him traunft, 

Alb&ut who was this $ 


The Hipry of King ZMtl 

f ir t he banifat Kent, who in difguife, 

Followed his enemy king, and did him fcruice 4 
Improper for a ^ nt(f one W f t k 4 blotdy 

ThiViuftice of the he.oe.ts that makes vs tremble, ^ ^ 

Touches not with pity. 

Edr. Here comes Kent hr. 

Alb.O tis he, the time will not allow 

** m 

'^rdSings of vs forgot Speak. 
kinc and wher's Cordelia* Seed thou this obic& Kent. 

S ’ T be bodies of Conor, H & Regin Are brought tn. * 

the one the other poifend for 

my fake, and after flew her felfe. 

own. nature Quickly fend, bee briefe.mto the Callle foi my 
Writ^ron the life of Lear ,& on Cordelia : nay /end m time, 
^.Run,run,Orun.’ 

Sdg.To who my Lord^who hath the office . 

my fword,giue it the Captainc. 

iufrMcbzS commUwn from thy wife Seme, to W^ r ' 
Mi* m the prifon,and to lay the blame vpon her own defpanrc. 
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